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moon was rising above the blue hills
beyond the lake. From her balcony in the
mahal by the lakeside the Moslem girl watched the
stars. Udaipur, the City of Lakes, was superb
this cold season night. Her blood ran to the
subdued rhythm of its beauty. Its white marble
Palaces, the homes of the most noble Rajputs,
shone with an immaculate pallor in the starlight.
Below, from the battlements the songs of the
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